



a 


1902, 


— 


— 


his hat, 


trait of 
ite som 

persua- 
j 


IIdier at 
T at 
| at the 
y same 





ty King 
V ALTER 
SYDNEY 
k King, 
By dif 


tatue of 
azainst 
‘d when 
Cans 


- walls 


red that 
to the 


aus. 


idler” | 
1GNO- 
[EB 80- | 
KC. 











May 14, 1902.] 


PUNCH, 


343 


OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 








BEGINNING YOUNG. 

[Is it too much to hope that in the re-arrange- 
ment of elementary education opportunity will be 
found for grounding the children in the chief 

litical and economic movements of the day, thus 
biting them to. play their parts as useful citizens.” 

Daily Paper.) 
Scexe—Puddleton Village School. 


An old- | 


| 
| 
| 
| 
} 





Tiwwe—Say two years hence. 
fashioned Inspector is holding the 
annual examination. | 

The Inspector. Now, children, we will | 
proceed to some questions in simple | 
arithmetic. If one bricklayer can lay 
fifty bricks in an hour, and another 
forty bricks in an hour, how many | 
bricks will the two, working together, 
lay in eight hours ? 

‘First Child. That entirely depends, 
Sir, upon whether they are Union men 
or blacklegs. 

Inspector. Dear me, I never thought 
of that. Perhaps you ’re right. But 
what do vou know about Trade Unions ? | 

The Whole Class (in breathless uni- | 
son), A-trades-union-is-an-organisation- | 
or-association-of-working-men-em ployed- | 
in-one-particular-trade - to - guard- their - | 
rights-against-the-tyranny-of -capital-on- | 
the-one-hand-and-on-the-other- to - main- | 
tain 

Inspector (hurriedly). Thank you— | 
yes, very nice indeed. But let us re-| 
turn to our arithmetic. If six children | 
| bought six oranges at a penny each, at | 
| what price would they have to sell them 
again to make a shilling profit? (A | 
|general titter runs round the class.) | 
| Eh, what are you laughing at ? 
| Second Child. Only at the notion, Sir, 
\of any of us being content with so) 
jmiserable a profit under the circum- | 
|stances you describe. The six of us, | 
Sir, would immediately form an Orange 
Trust, and the price of oranges would 
|be advanced promptly to  sixpence 
| apiece. 
| Inspector (somewhat taken aback). Er | 
|—yes, quite But putting such 
|matters aside for the moment, would 
/you be good enough to tell me what 
|would be the cost of papering a room 
| twelve feet long, eight feet high, and— 

Third Child. Excuse me, Sir, but we 
|cannot consider such a room. If you 
will look at the report of the Com- 
mission on overcrowding, you will see 
| that the minimum of cubic feet of air— 

| Inspector. Well, well, we will pass on 

|0 geography. Kindly mention the 

| Principal exports of Great Britain to 

Africa. 

Chorus of Children. Union Jacks, 
Patriotic songs, and equitable systems 
of government formulated by a sane 
perialism ! ; 
Inspector (faintly). And the capital 
Sweden ? 

Fourth Child. The most important 

town, Sir, is Gothenburg, where origi- 
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nated a system of controlling the drink-| Nowapays there are lady journalists 
trafic which }and lady-doctors, but, we believe, only 

Inspector. Thank you, thank you, I|one ‘ feminine”’ on the list of English 
will not trouble you further. (Struck | barristers, who, when in Court, 
by a sudden idea.) Can you tell me} usually rather rudely pointed out to an 
how many pounds make a hundred-|inquiring stranger with the curt for- 
weight? (Dead silence.) 


is 


” 


Or the name} mula, “‘ That ’s SHEE 
of the sea between England and France ? | 
(Same result.) Oh, they don’t teach | 
you this sort of thing nowadays, don’t | 
they? Well, then, tell me what is nine 
times seven ? 

Fifth Child (solemnly). We are com- 
pelled, Sir, to ask for notice of that 
question ! [Scene closes. 


L 





A CHANGE comes over, &c.—*‘‘ Ping- 
Pong,” though essentially an indoor 
game, is now played out. 





New Titte ror Sir Micaaet.—Chan- 
cellor of the Extra-penny-chequer. 
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CATCHWORDS FOR THE MILLION. 


IIT.—‘* Smart Socrery.”’ 


Set. Its author, after asserting that “‘ temperament” is the only effective 
qualification for entrance into “‘ smart”? society, proceeds:—Given the 
temperament, and, in an atmosphere of orris, you will discover... . 
heiresses of the first water, the deliciousness of ruedelapaixian confections, 
the aroma of Manhattan mingling with the accents of Mayfair.” 


NOT A PRECEDENT. 


WELOoME again to London is the little stranger Cuanuy 


(The writer of these verses has had his attention directed to the following Hawtney, who might sing with Bountiful Bertig, “ Every- 
exquisite passage culled from a new Anglo-American paper known as The Smart body 1S sO awfully good to me. And indeed so pleased is 


the theatre-going public at his return to the London stage, | 
that they would rather not admit the fact, staring them | 
unpleasantly in the face, that their favourite has shown | 











WHEN in some pious album I review 


‘inexplicably faulty judgment in selecting such a piece 
for himself and company as is this farcical melodrama, jp 


The myriad changes wrought in Woman’s clothing, |three acts, by Mr. Frank Srayton, entitled The President, | 


The antic shapes that, once considered new, 
Now but invite to pity or to loathing ; 


When I permit my memory to revert 
To days that knew the chignon or the bustle, 
The bellying shoulder-puff, the clinging skirt, 
The flounce of satin guaranteed to rustle ;—- 
\ pure compassion takes me by the heart, 
For those that so far lacked imagination 
As to suppose these fleeting forms of art 
Merited photographic conservation. 


Little the wearers fancied, in their pride, 


What imp of mischief beguiled the judicious Cuartes into 
producing this inconsequential, ill-constructed, _plotless| 
|muddle of a piece, which is neither melodrama, nor farce, nor | 
| comic-opera, nor even very much of an “ entertainment?” | 

However, as Mr. Puetps, the American Minister, observed 
in the course of one of his most brilliant speeches, “The 
man who never makes a mistake never makes anything,” so it | 
may be that the next piece chosen by Mr. Cartes Hawrrey | 
will be too brilliant for words, and that the author of The| 
President, when giving himself another chance, will be 
thoroughly original instead of going back to Sir Charles 
Coldstream in Used Up for his leading character of Brooke 
Trench (played by Cuartes Hawtrey) and to AntHony Hope's 





When thus they stereotyped their cherished trousseau, | Prisoner of Zenda for the design of making a careless 


That they would prove the antiquarian’s guide, 
And serve as supplement to Madame Tussavp. 


Strange, when its doom is ever in our eyes, 
With what sublime imperishable passion 
Some of us still aspire to crystallise 
The freaks and foibles of the moment’s fashion. 


Yet he was surely bolder than the rest, 
Or knew the innocence of alien readers, 
Who fixed on “ smartness’ as the final test 
By which to recognise our social leaders. 


But why should he adopt so stale a brand ? 
Why give his journal such a crusted title ? 

Was it that in his own more strenuous land 
This jargon still remains profoundly vital ? 


Not so with us! We take these catchwords on, 
Slang of the West, or costers’ native phrases, 

Use them a year, and then the charm is gone 
Into the limbo of forgotten crazes. 


Or else, like maggots breeding in the sun, 
Contagion spreads until the villas catch it 

Down in those wilds of far West Kensington 
Which once were known as Staines, or even Datel 


Some London germs may linger here and there ; 
In restaurants they largely tend to batten 
Chambers of orris, where the heavy air 
Reels to the rich “aroma of Manhattan.”’ 


But where they only talk the Mayfair brogue, 
And never buy a notice in the papers, 

Let ’s hope that ‘‘ smartness,” if it had a vogue, 
Has gone the way of crinolines and vapours. 


O. 8. 
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“A HAPPINESS THAT OFTEN MADNESS HITS ON.”’ 

Hamlet, Act II., Se. 2. 
“* Ping-pong is to be introduced into the imbecile wards of the Leeds U 
Workhouse.’’— Yorkshire Post. 





resigned by Jivexez.’"’ By Jiminy! 


| Englishman become the temporary chief of the State; and 
| finally to La Grande Duchesse for the types of that memor- 
able trio of comic conspirators. 

The dialogue, although lightened by occasional flashes of 
hamour, would not be worth much, were it not for 
Mr. Hawrrey’s method of giving temporary value to nothing 
in particular, and for the excellent acting and individualisa- 
tion given to the characters by Mr. Ropert Pateman (admin- 
bly made up), Mr. Arraur WiLtiAMs, most amusing as the 
Minister of Public Works, and Mr. Artuur Payrair equally 
good as Minister of War; while to the last-named pair as 
burlesque dancers, the greatest praise is due for their mirth- 

| provoking antics which emphasise and determine the hearty 
encores accorded to every verse of Mr. Hawrrey's humorously 
rendered topical comic song. 

Miss Miriam Cements as Gwendolen, and Miss Vm 

'McCorp as Manuela, make something out of nothing, and 
jall the ladies and gentlemen do their very best to show by 
\the gay abandon of their terpsichorean efforts that, ‘ if it’s a 
'dance you want,’ their dramatic talent is not confined to 
|any one ‘ walk’ of the drama. Every one of them might sing 
with Suentey, “A spirit is in my feet.’’ So “ Hxeunt omnes 
dancing,” these brave, devoted ‘‘ bearers of the burden. 








ict 


A CASE ON APPEAL. 


A runp is being raised to assist Miss M. Harron and Mrs. 
Frances J. Moorr, the daughters of the late eminent 
composer, J. L. Harton. It would be sufficient for Mr. 
Punch to draw the attention of his readers to this genuinely 
deserving case, but when he recalls to their memories 
Harrox’s exquisite setting of Herrick’s ‘‘ To Anthea, who 
may command him anything,” he is sure that, without 
|** requisition ’’ being wade, all will send whatever they can, 
/no matter how small the subscription, to this fund, address- 
| ing their inclosure to Messrs. CHAPPELL, the music publishers, 


| full. 


nicn | 





" . ys 9” 
| A GentLe Hint.—‘‘ Had you any idea of a Knighthood? | 
News rrom San Domixco !—* Sefior Vasquez, Vice-Presi-| asked counsel in court of Mr. Dixoy, who replied, naively 

. ‘ e - ” 
dent, has become President on the presidency having been | enough, ‘‘I should be very pleased to have one. Wor 


der 
whether Authority will act on this ‘‘ Jpse Dixon.” 





|50, New Bond Street, whose receipt will be discharge | 
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‘*NorHING COULD BE PLAINER. 


Visitor. 


” 





Mother (exhibiting first-born). ‘‘ Dont YOU SEE A RESEMBLANCE? LOOK AT OUR FACES SIDE BY SIDE, 
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| 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. | 


House of Commons, Monday, May 5. 
—Haoave, K.C., with far-reaching flash 





Education, 
Sir J-hn G-rst. 


possible only to genius, throws in a} 
sentence a flood of light on Parliamen- | 
tury debate. Under new Rules House 
got to work promptly at three o'clock | 
on second reading of Education Bill. 
Bryce moved rejection in speech that 
reinstates a Parliamentary reputation 
somewhat speckled in these querulous 
times. Jonx O’Gorst, Time-honoured 
Educationalist, defended Government 
measure. By comparison quite a tame 
performance. Conscious of Prince 
Arratr watchful on his right, appre- 
hensive of his chief dropping in for a 
much-needed nap in the Peers’ Gallery, 


. . . * | P 
and in his judicial manner sums up the} or be burned for the sake of the Church, 
On the whole disposed to give|and the timid, gentle-minded scholar 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF Tory, M.P. | the prisoner benefit of the doubt. ;who would apologise to a fly before 


ease. 


Began to address jury at quarter to! 
seven: commanded close attention of 
full House till a quarter past. 

‘And now, Sir,”’ he said, turning to 
the Speaker, ‘‘ii I may, I should like to 
say something about the Bill itself.” 

There, disclosed in sixteen words, 
you have secret of the length of Par 
liamentary debate. Only a Chancery 
barrister, born in Scotland, nourished in 
the Géttingen University, Gray Scholar 
and Ferguson Scholar of Philosophy in 


|four Seottish Universities, has the 
simplicity of mind, the ingenuous 


nature to blurt it forth. On the second 
reading of important Ministerial measure 


|a Member talks for twenty-five minutes, 


and then proposes to approach discus- 
sion of Bill before the House. 
‘**Pooh!”’ says the Member For Sark, 


‘it’s only you young things that ad- 


mire a slip like that. Long before you 


|sat for Barks there was a member of 


the House, Vincent Scvity by name, 


|'who one Wednesday afternoon moved 


the rejection of a Bill, to him obnoxious. | 
In those days House met at noon on | 
Wednesdays; debate automatically closed 
at a quarter to six. ScULLY rose at one 
o'clock, and with interval of the SPEAKER 
retiring for his chop, spoke till the 
shadows lengthened in the Spring after- 
noon. At seventeen minutes to six, he 
brought out of his breast pocket a mass 
of manuscript and said, ‘And now, 
Mr. Speaker, after these few preliminary 
observations, I turn to consider the 
provisions of the Bill.’ In another two 
minutes he had talked it out.”’ 
Business done.—Under new 
House debates Education Bill. 
Tuesday Night.—Lord Hveu Ceci | 
illumined debate with one of those 
speeches that make his intervention 
memorable. On the whole it reached 
his highest mark, always loftily pitched. | 


Rules 





Jomx holds himself in on the curb. 
But though his speech does not sparkle 
with inconvenient epigram, nor does he 
in its course flout constituted authority, 


He is the oddest mixture known to Par- 
|liament of the fanatic and the English 
| gentleman, the inquisitor, ready to burn | 


itcommanded attention by its mastery | 


of educational intricacies, its 

arrangement, its cogent reasoning. 
Eneyclopeedic Ditke follows. 
discovers he is as intimately acquainted 


with the working of national education | 
as he is with the administration of the | 


Amy and the Navy. The silver accents 
of Ricnarp Jess rise and fall with musical 
cadence. Late Publie Orator of his 
University, intimate with Homer and 
SOPHOCLES, the learned Professor from the 
first took to House of Commons debate as 
a duck takes to water. Speaks without 


4 note, fluently but with point, adds} 


gtace to debate, strength to the cause 
heespouses. Then enter Hatpanr, K.C., 





lucid | 


House 











| pe 


— 
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Lord H-gh C-c-l, 


briskly brushing it off his cheek. 
Watching this slim, angular, ill-at-ease 
young man, wringing his hands as if 
they were the necks of the unorthodox, 
one in the twentieth century realises 
something of the personality and the 
possibilities of the instruments 
worked the will of Pope Grecory IX. 
and Iyyocent III. 

Cousin Hucu’s oratory is in the House 
of Commons a thing apart. Not less 
than his: illustrious father has 
heaven-born gift of phrasing mordant 
sentences. The right word (and there is 
only one) is selected for every clause, and 
every word in its place. His speech, as 
usual, carefully prepared. There flut- 
tered across it whiffs of sacramental oil 


| burning in midnight consecrated lamp. 


These were the portions delivered in a 





who | 


he the | 


voice that recalled the intonation of the | 


curate in spotless white robe reading 
his treasured sermon to a congregation 
of old ladies and young virgins, the 
former asleep, the latter with their 
lamps trimmed. The end, a long, some- 


what muddled peroration, entirely ser- | 


monic, delivered in appropriate tone 
and manner. 


xcket for half-a-crown under impres- 
sion that collection would naturally 
follow. As he later told the House, he 





Pretty to see Marner fumbling in his | 
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habitually subscribes to the funds of all} tion to introduce a stinging remark that 





churches, whatsoever may be their! would cause the Nonconformist section 
denomination. | of his flock temporarily, but fatally, to 
These elaborate passages, recited} relapse into primitive state of frenzied 





with assistance of the cruelly suffering | savagery, vielding to regrettable impulse 
manuscript, mangled in nervous hands, | of abnormal appetite.”’ 
were the only poor things in a brilliant} Business done.—Education Bill still 
speech. The best point was flashed forth | debated. 

in response to interruption. Replying) Thursday night.—House always 


to the demand for popular representa-| prepared to rise to occasion. Two 
tion on denominational boards of school | historic modern instances. One befell 
management, he objected on the ground}on a night in March in_ the 


that it might lead to controversy as to/ Session ef 1889, when Mr. G., then 
what is or is not consistent with the| Leader of Opposition, gave signal 
teaching of the Church of England. | to Liberal Party to rise to their 
“Oh! oh!” crowed his Nonconformist | feet and hail Parne.t’s return to his 
brethren opposite. | place on evening of day news flashed | 
‘‘Such a thing is possible elsewhere,’’| through London that Picorr had fled. | 
said Cousin Hvucu, assuming an air of| The other happened just now, when, 
angelic innocence. ‘‘ Imagine the con-| SPEAKER entering to take Chair at even- 
fusion that would arise in the Liberal| ing sitting, the serried ranks of Union- 
Party supposing its principles were| ists, captained by Prince ArtuvR, leaped 
set forth by a Board of Management | to their feet to greet him with ringing 
composed of right hon. gentlemen on | cheer. | 
the Front Opposition Bench.” Cherchez la femme is a remark made | 
A hit, a paleaiie hit. at Bullong and other fashionable French | 
Apart from the intellectual pleasure| resorts when anything happens out of | 
of listening to this speech, the crowded | the common way, ‘ Look out for the | 
House paid silent tribute to the lofty| Irish Member,” say nous autres, when | 
moral tone that pervaded it. unwonted incident stirs House of Com-| 
‘‘ What a missionary he would make!’’| mons. He is at the bottom of to-night’s 
Asquita said admiringly. business, even as he was in the dramatic 
“Yes,” replied the Memper ror Sark, | scene of thirteen years ago. When, six | 
to whom the observation was addressed.| weeks ago, Joan Dion interrupted 
‘‘ But very early in his career he would| speech by Don Jos& with the remark | 
be served cold on the sideboard. He} that a certain ally of British forces in 
could not resist, upon occasion, tempta-|South Africa was a traitor, Don Jost | 
purred back the remark, ‘The hon. | 

gentleman is a judge of traitors.” 
This one of the things which, as our | 
dear Du Mavrier used to say, might | 


‘sion on second reading of Education| 
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* Sad 
An Impreasion. 
H. J. W-ls-n. 


in SPEAKER passed by majority of 335 | 
in House of 461 Members. 

Friday, 12.15 a.w.—Figures on divi-| 
Bill just announced. For, 402; Against, | 
165. This rattling majority made possi 





have been put differently. But what | ble by Irish Nationalist Members joining | 
would you? Dow Jost is not exactly a| hands with what the other week they| 
saint, nor as yet of the cherubim. He had | denounced as a coercion Government. | 


been offensively interrupted, and, after 
his fashion, being smitten on the left 
cheek, he went for his assailant’s right. 
Dittoy, unfeignedly shocked at any- 
thing approaching discourteous or dis- 
orderly language, straightway retorted 
that the Colonial Secretary was “a 
damned liar.’’ There was a scene, and 
Ditton, to the envy of his compatriots, 
had his Easter holidays accelerated and 
extended, going home tp enjoy them 
crowned by halo of martyrdom. 

To-night incident recurred to by way 
of motion made by Irish Members. With 
what intent does gentle reader in far-off 
Labuan suppose? ‘To give Jonn Ditton 
opportunity of apologising for beating 
record in matter of disorderly language? 
Not a bit of it, my Labuan brother, 
innocent of Irish ways. The whole party 
mustered, and gravely submitted Vote 
of Censure on the Speaker ! 

And there are people who say the 
present generation of Irish Members 
has no sense of humour ! 

Business done.—Vote 





Photography. 
Sir J. B. St-ne. 





of Confidence 





'Ten hours earlier, in pathetic passage 


|of a speech worthy of debate that has 


maintained old renown of House of| 
Commons for force and _ eloquence, 
Lioyp-Grorce turned to Irish Members 
and reminded them of a few facts. The 
Liberal Party were fighting a hopeless 
battle for a cause they held dear. Their 
crippled state was directly due to the 
fact that, sixteen years ago, abandoning 
other things nearer and dearer to them, 
they espoused the national cry of Ire 
land. And now, in a day of fresh 
distress, Irish hatds are reached forth 
to clasp those of the ancient foe. 
Might as well have talked to Macgilly- 
cuddy’s Reeks. Sentiment all very well. 
Subvention from the rates better. The 
old constitutional, high Protestant Party 
propose under Education Bill to sub 
sidise Catholic Schools, and the Irish 
Members, brushing past their Radical 
allies below the Gangway, went out to 
vote with Jonxston of Ballykilbeg. 
Business done.—-Education Bill read 





second time. 
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THE ROUND OF THE COURTS. grams when there is a thunderstorm in full working order 


, and the currents have got twisted. 

In fulfilment of my promise to} We append an example of the style known as “ mixed 
the Editor of the leading forensic | goybles : ” : 
journal. I beg to supply a few) Mrs. Joxes is to understand that her husband is arranging 
notes that may be found useful |i, gine away from home, and Smrxixs that he is desired to 
to our future Expoxs and comin | execute a large order in vegetables. This is how they re- 
Hatspurys. I will, for the mO~| ceive respectively their intimations : 
ral ‘* ment, confine my attention to that | “Jones, Roseleaf Villa. Can’t get home till late dining 

it q A transformation scene, the Robing | with two wagon loads of turnips to-morrow, 

\ >) Room of Carey Street or the Simpkins, Greengrocer, High Street. City friends grown 
\Y Strand. Those who enter tne |on your own estate same price as last will be with you ten- 
\ precincts sacred to wigs, bands | ¢pitty 
und gowns, put off the hat and/ Ty. consequences are :- 








lawn, horsehair, and silk of those who practise at the Bar. ing, and with straw in his hair. 

And with their wigs, our learned friends banish recollection | (2) A greengrocer sitting up all night, wondering whether 
. > ~’emier } fav . ac — ‘ia . : .. ’ ig v 

of golf and play premiéres in favour of case law. The 'the wholesale man at Covent Garden had been drinking. 
ex-student of six months’ standing may take many a valuable} Jere is another example of mixed doubles : 


be too impatient to tie the strings of his bands or to settle | Majesty’s Theatre so delighted if you can come meet me at 
his wig on his forehead in such a fashion as to suggest | the Criterion bar seven-thirty Jack. 

dignity rather than impudence. For obvious reasons Tcan| Pytherford, Park House. Smoking concert to-night. 
oily suggest to him the observation Ay :; . _._|Governor takes chair meet me ladies’ waiting-room Charing 

I suppose there can be no p ssible harm in referring | Cross fondest love wear your pink dress PERKINS. 

(distantly) to that eminent K.C. who has had the pick oa] The consequences are : 
the forensic prizes for the last ten years and has made no| (1) An angered maiden sending back an engagement ring 
selection. Were he to stand strictly on his rights I believe | 44 9 van-load of eloquent letters 

he would robe in another part of the building, within “‘ lift”) (9) a report at the Club that Perxixs has had trouble, 





were known only as ‘‘chief clerks.’’ While he is removing | 
his iron-grey coat for his smart lawn-cuffed under-garment | 
he has a word for everyone. He gives Counsel’s opinion 
c : INOW aA NAS ri »AMAS 

(gratis) on the weather to the attendant, and remembers a MR. PUNCH’S NA TIONAL DRAMAS. 
youngster who figured in a ‘‘consent brief’’ for someone IV.—Twe Junere Boke. 
the day before yesterday. By R-dy-rd K-pl-ng. 

“You hadn’t much to do, my dear fellow, but you did | . ; pte 
Reais 4 : . 3 : | [When paragraphs have appeared in the newspapers from time to time 
itverywell. I shall expect to be referring to you next term stating that this talented author was engaged upon a play founded upon his 
when you are seated behind me coaching me up in the | Jungle Book, sceptical persons shook their heads, When it was further 


| - = 2 ‘ = 2. ” 
facts of an onlv partlv-digeste cof ?? | announced that the play would be found to contain a ‘‘ strong love interest, 
ets of an only partly dige sted brief. still more doubt was expressed. Both announcements, however, were true, 


specialist ° 








Bar and suggest some new “‘ side light ’’ anent the domestic | National Theatre, will show.] 
life of one of the earlier of our Norman kings. Then, when | Scenr—Verandah of the Gnricssys’ bungalow at Fudgepore, 


another of his rivals and learned friends commences to speak | looking out upon large compound, behind which stretches 
jabout golf, he will hurry away, saying that his clients will | the jungle. Gnricspy, a fat, rubicund man, and his 
suffer if he once begins to discuss tees and bunkers. daughter ErHet, a pretty girl of two-and-twenty, are 

On leaving the room he will be met by managing clerks, | sitting limply in long chairs, panting under the heat of 
deferentially solicitous to pour into his ear the latest details | an Indian afternoon. 





good fellow. A friend in need to all who have been called, | Mowatt, if you only knew him. You ’re prejudiced. 
whether they be judges elect or ex-students of a week’s| Grigsby. Prejudiced! A common bobacheewallah like 
Wig-wearing. | that ! 
As the hands of the clock near 10.30, the two attendants} KE. Not common, father ! 
become busier and busier. Advocate after advocate appears | G. Oh, well, it’s not a rarity I appreciate. Why the fellow 
to cast the outer man. The remarks become fewer and | was suckled by a she-wolf. 
fewer. Those who are early on the list cannot wait to! E. So was Rowvivs! 
discuss even professional topics, much less events of the} G. That doesn’t make it more respectable. Anyhow, he’s 
non-forensic world. on terms of revolting familiarity with half the wild beasts in 
I propose entering the K. B. D., the Probate, Divorce | the neighbourhood, and I’m not going to have him for a 








and Admiralty, and the Chancery side. son-in-law. 
A. Brieriess, Junior. | £. (indignantly). He has a beautiful classic profile, and 
Pump-Handle Court. looks like a Greek god ! 
: | G. That’s what I object to. He doesn’t wear enough 
wn aed : | clothes. 
MIXED MARCONIGRAMS. | E. (reflectively). I suppose his wardrobe is rather against 


Experts are divided in opinion as to whether the Marconi | him. 
system is perfectly safe from the risk of the currents being} G. I should think it was. No, Erne, it won't do. You 
intercepted, or mixed. Before the system is perfected there|must see that yourself. (Suspiciously.) You've not 
will be many mistakes, and to a cheery operator there would | encouraged the fellow, I hope ? 

less enjoyable tasks than sitting at the receipt of Marconi-| FE. (hastily). Of course not! 
es 





necktie of civil life to assume of (1) A wife fearing the arrival of a moony husbanid, gibber- | 


Then he will turn to a distinguished colleague within the | as the following moving drama, which Mr. Punch has secured for his 


hint by lingering a little over his robing. Do not lethim| yijse Ethel Winston. Ivy Lane. Have two stalls Her 


distance of the Masters in Chancery, who a few years since |anq cannot some of vou fellows persuade him to see a | 





of his engagements on the day’s cause list. Good advocate,| Ethel (pleadingly). But, Papa, I’m sure you'd like | 
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G. I’m glad to hear it. (Rises yawning.) Well, I must 
and write some letters if they're to catch this mail. 
exit into bungalow. Erne. watches him go. When he 
is out of sight she goes to edye of bungalow and 
whistles cautiously. Mowa.t immediately appears, 
picturesquely draped in a bath among the 
reighbouring trees. 
Mowgli. Has he gone in ? 
Lk’. (despondently). It 
ve W 


fo in 


towel, 


What did he say ? 
He will never consent. 
e must be married without his consent, then. 

/ | couldn't do that. Tt would not be right. 
where could we live ? 


M. (enthusiastically). 
! 


s no use. 
Besides, 
In the jungle, of course the beauti- 
ful moist. jungle 

kK. shire vs). | 
healthy. 

M. Oh, yes, it would. At least you’d get used to it. 
You'd get fever of course occasionally. But you do that 
now. And I think you might put up with a little thing like 
that for my sake! 

E. But it would be awfully lonely. I 
anyone in the jungle. 

WV. (complacently). I’d introduce you. 


shouldn't like that! It. would not be 


shouldn’t know 


There ’s Bvtoo, 


the brown bear. You’d like him! And the wolves, and 
Kaa, the. big python. 
E. Ugh! 


M. I beg your pardon ? 

BE. I didn’t say anything. 

M. Oh, I thought you did. And then there’s BaGHEERa, 
the black panther, and there are the cobras. (Confidently.) 
You ‘d have lots of friends! 

E. (faintly). Do you think so? 

VW. I’m sure of it. Look here, 
father ? 

I. It would be no good. 


let me speak to your 


V. (persuasively). Let me try, anyhow ? 

EF. He would never consent. Indeed, I am 
whether it would be right for him to consent. 
your set isn’t the same as ours, is it ? 

M. (contemptuously). I don’t think that matters. 

. Oh, yes, it does. Papa wouldn't like your friends at 
all. I’m sure he wouldn’t. He doesn’t even like you. Of 
course if he did it would be different. We could live here 
in the bungalow, and in the hot weather we would go to 
Simla and dance at Government House. That’s what I 
should like! 

M. (hurt). You don’t care for me. 

E. I do—I do. I care for you awfully—but 
doesn’t. 

M. (threateningly). Ill make him! 

E. (shocked). Mowei1! What do you mean? (A heavy 
st»p is heard.) Hush! here is Papa! Hide, Mowett, hide! 

Enter Gricssy from bungalow. Mowe. does not budge. 

Grigsby (curtly). Hullo! what are you doing here? 

M. (coming to the point at once). I wish to marry your 
daughter. 

G. Indeed ! 

V. Yes. I love her and 


kindly give your consent 


not sure 
You see, 


Papa 


she loves me; so if you will 
G. (interrupting him haughtily). And pray who are you? 
WV. I thought you knew. My name is Mowe. 
the jungle. I was brought up by 
G. Lam aware of the details of your deplorable history, 


Cir 
eB 


I live in 


M. That’s right; it saves a lot of explanations. And 
now about your daughter 

G. Sir! 

M. Do you consent to our marriage ? 

G. Certainls not ! 
tion. 


I decline to listen to such a proposi- 





M. (confidently). But you will. 


G. (sharply). Nonsense! From a person clothed as yoy 


are the suggestion is preposterous. 
M. (threateningly). You will. 


| 
| 


Persons who do not do| 
as I wish have a rather uncomfortable time. 


There's a| 


black panther and half-a-dozen wolves, not to speak of 4| 


python of large proportions, waiting in your compound, | 
at once they ‘ll eat you! 


1f you don’t say “ Yes” 
consent ? 

G. (blustering). No, Sir! 
menage ie! 


M. Very well, so much the worse for you. 


Do you 


not if you bring up your entire 


(Clives a pecu- 


liarery. Panther, Wolves, ete., appear trotting upthe drive, a 


huge Python corkserewing along in the rear. 


At him! 
Mowat. ! 


Hi, Bacueera ! 


I). (screams). Stop ! Stop ! 


) Hi, BuLoo! 


A scene of picturesque confusion ensues. (GRIGSBY is pur- 
sued round and round the stage, shouting for his gun, 
A servant brings gun, but drops it immediately on 
seeing what is happening, and is himself pursued like 


his master. 


Ultimately master and servant make a 


bolt indoors through verandah, followed by beasts, 
From the house sounds of broken furniture, niingled 


with oaths, are heard. 

M. (triumphantly). Now I think there will 
obstacle to our marriage ! 

E. (bursting into tears). Oh, no! 
married now—never ! 

M. (astonished). My dear Ernet, why not ? 
will give his consent. He will, I assure you. 
make a man consent to anything? 

K. (sobbing). It’s not that. It’s not that. 

M. (puzzled). What is it then ? 

Ii. You don’t understand. 
man who has treated my father in that way ? 
humiliation !--and the danger! 


No! 


be no further 


We can never be 


Your father 
BaGHEERA will 


How can I possibly marry a 


Think of the 


Why at any moment that 


horrid python may begin cracking his bones in the spare 


bedroom ! 
M. Is that all? I can easily call them off. 
[Repeats his jungle ery. 


Wolves, Python and Panther 


emerge from house, the last carrying Gricspy in his 


mouth. He deposits him at Mowai.'s 
beasts return to jungle. 

h. (terrified). Oh, he’s killed ! 

M. Not a bit. He’s quite uninjured. 
vise.) Now will you marry me ? 

E. (crossly). I can’t—-I can’t—-I tell you! 
you ’ve treated Papa it wouldn’t be decent ! 

M. Why? He’s all right. 

Sets that limp gentleman in chair, where 
for brandy. 

LE. But the indignity ! 
—nor will Papa. 
more considerate. 

M. Considerate ! 

KE. Yes, it might have killed him. 

M. (sulkily). 1t didn’t, anyhow. 

EF. No, but it made him look ridiculous. 
as bad. All is over between us. 


feet, and the| 


(Helps him to 


After the way| 


he calls feebly 


That ’s nearly 


M. (savagely). Look here, Ernet, I’m not going to be 


treated in this way with impunity. 


going to let the jungle into it! Good-bye! 
[Exit with dignity. 


it is light again, enter a 


I give you two half-an- 
hour to clear out of this blessed bungalow. 


Then I’m 


The stage is darkened for half 4 
minute, indicating the lapse of half-an-hour. 
mixed assortment of 


When 


Elephants, Tigers, Bears, ete., under the direction of 
Mowc.i, who completely wreck the Gricspy bungalow, 


to the huge delight of the gallery. 
Curtain. 


I shall never be able to forget it| 
Really, Mowe, you might have been | 
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ARTISTS AT BOW STREET. 
I. 

Ox the completion of the hearing of 
the cases against various actors, recently 
reported in Mr. Punch’s columns, the 
Bench was re-organised to hear certain 
artistic cases, the magistrates being 
lord Roruscnitp, Sir Tuomas Lipton. 
Mr. Spretmany, Mr. Huwpsry Warp, and 
the Editor of the Tailor and Cutter. 

The Hon. Jonn CoLiier was prose- 
cuted by the Medical Officer of Health 
for Piccadilly for failing to notify an 
infectious case which had occurred in 
Room 5, Burlington House. 

Dr. Trestes, the eminent bacteriolo- 
gist, who appeared on behalf of the 
Local Government Board, stated that 
as the result of careful examination he 
was obliged to admit that, while the 
gentleman in the corner was taking 
all reasonable precautions, he was 
quite unable to state whether the 
patient was suffering from stage fright, 
cholera, or plague. In any case Mr. 
CotLier’s action was most reprehensible. 





Constable Epwarp T. Jones, No. 347 | 


of the R.A. Division, who had been 
specially drafted from Downland to 
cope with the situation, stated that he 
had been stationed in plain clothes in 
Room 5 since the opening of the Ex- 
hibition, to note the effect of the picture 
on the visitors. He had more than once 
been obliged to obtain a split Condy 
and soda from the refreshment room for 
nervous ladies. 

For the defence Dr. P. M. Berry- 
Berry, the celebrated authority on 
tropical diseases, stated that the canvas 
had been so carefully sterilised as to 
be entirely aseptic; indeed the most 
susceptible subject might gaze at it for 
hours on end with perfect impunity. 
He understood that the average daily 
number of persons vaccinated in the 
Piccadilly district had doubled since 
the opening of the Exhibition, and he 
attributed this result entirely to the 
moral effect of Mr. Cotter’s impressive 
picture. Cross-examined, he admitted 
that it was difficult accurately to 
diagnose the case, but he had reason 
to believe that it was a case of acute 
Colliera morbus. 

The Bench ordered Mr. Cottier to 
surround the picture with a cordon and 
to supply restoratives gratuitously to all 
visitors to Room 5. 

Mr. Luciex Davis was charged with 
exacerbating a prevailing epidemic py 
his picture of Ping-pong (No. 1317). 

Mr. Rupyarp Kretinc, who appeared 
for the prosecution, said that nothing 
had given him such pain during his 
recent holiday at 
thought that his fellow - countrymen 
Were at the same time mitigating the 








rigours of the winter by the pursuit of 





the Cape as the} 





Kn 


LAND .O: 





ScENE—A remote district in the Wolds. 
Driver of Motor-car (who has just pulled up in response to urgent summons from country- 


woman). ‘‘ WELL, WHAT ’S THE MATTER? 





the frivolous pastime which bore a name 
he could not bring himself to pronounce. 
He would place the folly of these Cellu- 
loid Cretins before even that of 

Flannelled Fool or the Muddied Oaf. 

Mr. J. Danrwixe, the Australian Cap- 
tain, stated that in his opinion Ping- 
pong was not so much a game as a 
disease. 

Archdeacon’ Sixciair deposed that the 
rage for this pastime had interfered 
with the popularity of his two books, 
Unto ye, O Young Men, and Unto ye, O 
Young Women. The readers for whom 
they were intended, at the time they 
ought to have been studying them, were 
negotiating the ‘*‘ Aquarium Smash.”’ 

Dr. Rosson Roose stated that many 


the | 


| 
| 


Wuat Is iT?” 
Countrywoman, ‘*Hi, MAN, LOOK! You’vVE BEEN AN’ LEFT YER OSS ON THE ‘ILL 
y , , 





valuable hours that ought to be given 
by doctors to serious patients were now 
occupied in treating ‘ Ping-pong heel.”’ 

There was no defence. 

The Bench ordered Mr. Lucien Davis 
at once to prepare a picture of the 
Absent-Minded Beggar by way of 
antidote. 








Mr. Pcncn begs to offer hearty con- 
gratulations to Sir Henry Campset- 
BANNERMAN on his restoration to health, 
and hopes that hewill put a generouscon- 
struction on the following bulletin, which 
recently appeared in the Standard :-- 

“Sir Henry CAMPBELL-BANNERMAN'’S condi- 


tion last evening was stated to be very satisfactory. 
He is not yet well enough to leave his houee.”” 
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OUR CHILDREN. 


Nurse. ‘‘ YoU DREADFUL CHILDREN ! 


WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN?” 


Young Hopeful. ‘‘On, NuRSIE, WE'VE BEEN TRYING TO DROWN THOSE DE\R LITILE 


DUCKS, BUT THEY W/LL COME TO THE TOP!” 





HIGHWAYS AND BY-WAYS. 
[.—Tue Last Bes. 
Ir is, I think, the last bus. 


knot of revellers on the front seats cease 
their musical assertions about the Navy 


‘and drop off into Bacchic slumbers. My 


We have| brother closes his eyes, and J, gazing 


. . . | . 
had to fight our way on to it—it is full} across the Green Park, meditate on 


inside—and we have at last found haven | Doris. 


on the back seat of the off side. It is 
Saturday night. We feel conspicuous 
—guiltily sober—among our fellow- 


passengers. An inebriated cavalryman 
on our left stretches over to inform us 
that unless he is in Edinburgh to-night 
he is a deserter. A man in a greasy 
cap on the seat in front of ours wakes 
up, asks my brother for a match, and 
promptly goes to sleep again. 


The bus starts. After a time the 





At Hyde Park Corner I awake 
to the fact that an altercation has for 
some time been proceeding between the 
occupants of the back seat on our left. 
One of them—the one nearer to us—is 
an aggressive-looking man in a very 
large bowler. 

**Two bob,”’ he says, 
bet 


‘is what you 
me, and a gentleman’d ‘and it 


” 


over. 
The other, a youngish man with a 
moustache like a toothbrush, has, as far 








as I can infer, been denying either the 
terms, or the fact of the bet. 

“That ll do. I’ve ’ad enoug 
it,’ he replies. 4 

‘Two bob,”’ repeats the man in the 
bowler, “‘and a gentleman ’d ’and jt 
over. 

The younger man is silent. 

‘* But then, of course,” adds the man 
in the bowler, “‘ that ’s wot you ain't,” 
The young man adopts a policy of silent 
indifference, and gazes at St. George's 
Hospital. The bus moves on. 

“Two bob I bet with ver that this 
was the last bus,’’ resumes the man in 
the bowler. 

The young man says nothing. 

‘* Bettin’ a gentleman two 
continues the other. 

The young man still gazes at the 
street. 

‘‘Swellin’ abaht bettin’ gentlemen 
two bobs,”’ repeats his companion. “I 
don’t want yer bloomin’ two bob,” he 
adds. ‘‘ When 1 bets two bobs I bets 
‘em with gentlemen.” 

There is a pause. The man in the 
bowler lights a clay pipe, and looks 
round the sleeping bus for support. | 
avoid his eye. He takes a new tack. 

**What I say,”’ he observes, ‘is... 
you, I say-—dead or alive.”’ 

The young man produces a cigarette, 
and lights it self-consciously. 

‘Dead or alive,’ repeats 
panion, with unction. 

The young man is still silent, but 


1} 0b,” 


his com- 


hestows much care on his cigarette. 
The man in the bowler, having dis- 


covered this effective epigram, harps on 
it until Sloane Street. Here a man next 
to the cavalryman in front of them gets 
down. 

** Dead or alive,’ remarks the man in 
the bowler, mechanically. 

The young man gets up and, pushing 
past his aggressor, seats himself next to 
the cavalryman. The man in the bowler 
snorts, and turns to my brother and 
myself. 

““Goin’ abaht bettin’ two bob,” he 
sneers, with a jerk of his head towards 
the seat in front. ‘Wot I say is... 
him, I say—dead or alive.” 

There is still no response, and the 
bus starts again. The man in the 
bowler begins to snigger to himself in 
a superior way. 

‘Huh! Dead or alive,’’ he remarks 
at intervals. ‘That ’s wot I say.” 

I observe that the back of the young 
man’s neck is becoming each minute 
more rubicund. Suddenly he rises to 
his feet and round on _ his 
aggressor. 

“Look ‘ere,”’ he cries, ‘if you say 
another word to me I'll give yer one in 
the jore. Understand? Just say another 
word to me!” 

The young man sits down again. 
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The man in the bowler is silent for| 
some time. Then he begins to smile 
scornfully. 

“Dead or alive,’ he murmurs. 

This producing no result, he repeats 
it in a louder tone. The young man 
does not move. The man in the bowler 
‘resumes his discourse with a few adjec- | 
tival additions. Kensington Gardens 
stretch calm and peaceful on our right. 
Suddenly the young man leaps to his 
| feet ' : 

[Thud! The man in the bowler has 
got it fairly in the ‘‘jore.”” Together 
they fall upon the now slumbering 
cavalryman, who wakes, a mass of 
smothered blasphemy. He throws them 
off and, rising, joins the conflict. 
Locked together, the three sway from 
side to side. The driver glances round, 
then drives stolidly on with hunched 
shoulders. Then the conductor appears, 
and, stopping the bus, by some unerring 
instinct extricates the still bowlered 
man from the trio, and persuades him 
somehow to descend the steps. 

The bell rings, and the bus moves on 
again. The cavalryman helps the 
young man to find his hat, and peace 
is once again restored. 

After a time the young man begins 
to rummage under the seats. The 
cavalryman has again gone to sleep. 
The man in the greasy cap in front of 
us, who had awakened during the con- 
flict but has been hitherto silent, rises 
to his feet. 

““Wodd-yer-want ?’’ he observes. 

“Can't find my umbereller,” says the 
yoing man. 

‘‘ Wodd - yer - want - yer - umbereller- 
for?”’ asks Greasy Cap. 

The young man does not answer, but 
continues his search. 

‘You be content with wot yer ve got, 
ole man,” says Greasy Cap. ‘‘ Yer ‘ve 
got yer rat; wodd-yer-want-yer- 
umbereller-for ? ”’ 

“What ’s it got to do with you?” 
snarls the young man. 

“You be content with wot yer ve got, 
ole man,”’ replies Greasy Cap, jocosely. 
“ Wodd-yer-want-yer-umbereller for? ”’ 
and gives the young man a sounding 
slap on the back. The young man 
turns on him cantankerously, when 
suddenly a familiar voice is heard from 
the top of the steps. 

“Nar then! Dead or alive, I say!”’ 

In an instant the combat has recom- 
menced, with the addition, this time, of 
Greasy Cap. The cavalryman wakes, 
and swells the battle. Once more the 
driver glances round, and then drives 
on with stolid shoulders. Again the 
conductor appears, stops the bus, extri- 
cates the man in the bowler from the 
mélée, and gets him down the steps. 
This time he is not spared, for the 











bell rings, and we see him swaying 
tal 
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A HEAD FOR BUSINESS. 


Mamma, ‘‘I MEANT TO GIVE YOU A THREEPENNY BIT THIS MORNING, BOBBY, BUT IN MY 


HURRY I THINK I GAVE YOU SIXPENCE, sO 


Bobby. ‘‘YEs, Mummy, BUT I HAVEN'T SPENT IT ALL YET. 


TO-MORROW ?” 
Mamma. ‘‘GIvE YOU WHAT, DEAR?” 





So WILL YOU GIVE IT ME 


Bobby. ‘‘ THE THREEPENNY BIT YOU MEANT TO GIVE ME TO-DAY!” 











from side to side in the middle of the 
road. 

** Dead or 
up at us. 

The young man, the cavalryman, and 
Greasy Cap seat themselves again. The 
young man, by a lucky chance, has 
discovered his umbrella; the cavalry- 
man and Greasy Cap go to sleep again. 
Far in the distance we still hear a faint 
cry. 

‘“* Dead or alive, I say !”’ 

And then the swaying figure melts 
back into the night. 


alive, I say!”’ he shouts 


‘*There was an old man of 
Liskeard.”’ 


THosE who recall the above non- 
sense rhyme will find a_ striking 
analogy to the case of that hirsute 
veteran in the following extract from 
the Dumfries and Galloway Courier: 
“The wondrous temerity of the 
feathered tribe is sometimes curiously 
displayed. Last week a blackbird 
built its nest under the eye of the 
gardener in one of the green- 


houses at,”’ ete. 
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THE RAG-DOLL. 


Tae Rag-dall here and the Rag-doll there! take care of the 
Rag-doll, do! 

She ‘s a dollopy, dumpy, dowdy doll with a grin on her face 
lor two. 

She ’s a dollopy doll with two stuffed legs—but she’s only 
got one stuffed arm 
oh! take care of 

takes no harm. 


But, the Rag-doll, do, and see that she 


Her 


face is as flat as a girdle-cake, the tint of ber cheeks is 


pink ; 


Her eyes have a fixed and glassy stare that would make a 
policeman blink. 

Her nose is a blob and her teeth are paint. and I’m sorry I 
can’t say more 

For the looks of the doll who takes her ease all day on the 


nursery floor. 


But you can’t judge dolls by their looks, you know: this 
doll has a wondrous way 

Of being a Fairy Prince by night, while she’s only a doll 
by day : 

A Fairy Prince with his tossing curls and a smile that is 
bright and bold, 

And a trusty sword and a waving plume on a helmet of 
shining gold. 


And forth on his milk-white steed he rides, a gay and a 
gallant sight 

He was only a feminine doll by day; he’s a regular Prince 
by night. 

He fights and he curvets all night long at the head of his 
troop of men, 

And, lo, at the break of dawn he’s back, a dowdy old doll 


again. 


On the following night it is presto, change! and, lo, she is 
off to steer 
On a ship of her own to the Southern Seas, for now she’s a 


buccaneer. 

There hasn’t been seen a Pirate King that ever had half his 
scars, 

Or caverns so full of round doubloons and jewels and 


golden bars. 


And nobody chops and lops like him, or sneers with such 


curling lips 


At the shivering, shrinking, cringing crews, and tbe 
captains of merchant ships. 
And he laughs, ha! ha! when the storm winds blow, and 


he never gives way to fear, 
This scar-seamed King of the Caribbees who is only a Rag- 
doll here. 


A Beauty asleep, a Gnome, a Queen, a Knight of the Golden 
Spur- 

Old Raggy she takes them all in turns: 
the same to her. 

She has mounted in haste her chanfroned 
sword she has girded on, 

And has thundered away on a new Crusade to the towers of 
Ascalon. 


they ’re one and 


horse, and her 


She has thundered away with the Christian host a Saracen 
town to win, 

But, oh, when the night is half-way through she’s fighting 
as SALADIN. 

She ’s a wonderful changeable doll, in short, as ever a mortal 
knew ; 

So I say, take care of the old Rag-doll, take care of the 


Rag-doll, do! a. ©. L. 





SHEVA INDIGNATIO. 


Sir,—I have a “General Rate Demand Note”’ staring me 
in the face. This General commands one of His Majesty’s 
Borough Regiments, in which the privates are the rate. 
payers. What with various rates, always going the pace, and 
with taxes cn everything—and on one’s patience included— 
ground rents that are ground out of you, and house rents that 
leave you in rags and tatters, to say nothing of subscrip- 
tions, garden rates, and a hundred other ways of muleting 
the hard-working man of his earnings, and depriving him 
of the butter wherewith to make palatable his daily crust, 
life in this district or borough is not worth living—whatever 
it may be in other parts of the metropolis. This imperious 
Demand Note asserts its power, insists on taking your money, 
but (the impudence of it!) apologises!! Explains paren- 
thetically that besides ‘‘ Purposes’’ (‘‘ Purposes,” indeed ! 
This sounds like the ‘‘ good resolutions ’’ wherewith a cer- 
tain below-the-basement place is proverbially paved) there 
is ‘‘ Expenditure over which the Borough Council have no 
control.” Then the Borough Council (in the plural, observe) 
ought to be ashamed of themselves, for this uncontrolled 
expenditure amounts to over seventy-one thousand pounds! 
The items are stated, and the last item is in a vague way put 
down as ‘‘ Other expenses!’’ And these ‘‘ other expenses” 
come to over eleven thousand pounds!! All very well to 
‘put it down’”’ on paper: but why don’t we, Friends, Lon- 
doners, Englishmen, rise up in our millions and “ put it 
down ”’ altogether ? 

Then, mark you, the sum total is entered as ‘* Expendi- 
ture of Borough Council,’’ over which, as the previous note 
has already informed the reader, it has ‘‘no control!” 
These be our Guardians! Quis custodiet custodes? Their 
ways, like the roads, need mending: that is, when one 
knows what are their ways which seem to baffle discovery. 

Yours indignantly, 
A Writnixnc, Wratarut, Over-Ratep Victim. 








‘THe Hour anp THe Man.’”’—A person having been seen 
by a detective to take certain articles from a counter in a 
shop, conceal them and then leave, was brought before a 
magistrate. ‘‘ This happened,”’ testified a witness for the 
prosecution, ‘‘ before one o’clock.’’ Several friends of the 
accused stated on oath that ‘‘ they had known the defendant 
for many years,’’ and they were prepared to swear that “he 
never took anything before lunch.’’ By lunch they meant 
luncheon-time, say one o'clock. ‘‘ What he might take 
after lunch,’ observed the magistrate, ‘ cannot evidently 
affect the present question,’’ and so dismissed the case. 





‘‘Lorp KinasaLe,”’ observed our interesting and versatile 
friend Mr. ‘‘ Asterisks’ (this sounds better than alluding 
to him as Mr. “ Taree Srars’’) in the Pall Mall Gazette, 
‘is one of the two noblemen who enjoy the privilege of 
remaining covered in the presence of the Sovereign.” But 
does he “enjoy” it? Of course such a privilege would be 
useful at any out-of-door royal function that may take place 
during the rain. ‘‘ The other performer with the hat, 
adds Mr. “ Asrerisks,”’ “is Lord Forester.” So both these 
noblemen at Coronation functions will ‘go round with the 
hat.” 


Latest From Catna.—‘‘ The leader of the rising,’’ wrote 
the Times correspondent, ‘is a military mandarin, who 
killed his family before embarking on his present enterprise, 
to prevent them from being punished in the event of his 
failure.” How thoughtful of him! how kind! how con- 
siderate! This is indeed “ providing for his family !”’ 
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with our disappointment and accept Herr Pexnanint, not at 
OPERATIC NOTES. his own valuation as “‘a tenner,”’ but take him, say, as “g 
fiver,’ and, as it is a question of notes, this is so far a fairly 
| equivalent rate of exchange. Lohengrin seems to have caught 
of Kixe and Queen; and when His Gracious | # little cold “ way down upon the Swanny iver,” and not to 
Majesty and Her Graceful Majesty appeared | be quite at home among the distinguished persons in whose 
in the Roval Box the entire audience enthu- | C°OMP82Y he finds himself. ae 
cautionlie ** roan tn the corasion.” and Netened, | No need to go through the opera: it isa matter of common 
upstanding, while the splendid orchestra, knowledge, though I doubt whether one in fifty could offhand 
under the command of the gallant Maréchal |®4TTate to an honest inquirer the plain unvarnished plot. 
Maseru, baton in hand, bravely attacked the National| Second might, Friday, May 9.- “Monsieur Romeo et Made. 
Anthem. Seene brilliant. An exceptional first night for moiselle Juliette or French and Five Acts. | Nhe Kine and 
sinvers and sitters. Resettlement of everybody, generally (QUEEN agam graciously present. His Majesty looking in 
happy and expectant. The hearty applause that had best of health and Sprta, sting floral fashion with 
already welcomed Marshal MANCINELLI was repeated on beautiful button-hole, while the Qt _— simply sweet 
his dismounting and allowing Lieutenant Louse to take |@nd sweetly simple, evidently intended her magnificent 
command of Wagnerian forces. Motto of the evening for bouquet of pink roses as a defiance to the most unseasonable 
Signor Maycryettt and Herr Louse, “ One down, t’other weather, and a promise of May’s improvement. Juliette 
come on.’ So when T’other had come on accordingly, (SUZANNE ADAMS) rt beautifully, but lacking Cramans 
the first notes of the Introduction to Lohengrin rit power ; Romeo (Sateza) excellent, singing and acting ; Friar 
introduction necessary, as Lohengrin, Herr Pennarini, js | Plainsong (PLAXgox) as usual good. — — be 
a stranger to most of us) were given, and, tempo 8.25 p.m., | Stephano, the page, admirable. _And — 
the operatic season of 1902 had commenced. Ba ERMEISTER 1S still par excellence la bonne. a 
Mme. Norries, vastly improved in every respect, played oe oy si %: we og oi ben! — ce 
and sang Elsa charmingly. It was all in German, i to ae oe, ae oe ne oo pee ape ge 
whether this fact caused any difficulty with the vocal chords | ¢08* grin IB wi a ak ae 
of the Dukes, Duchesses, Nobility end Gentry of King|Sriemonals excepted. no © paper” required), end thet 
Heinrich der Vogler’s Court, or whether these representatives a Punch’s 0 sense ee oo oss P yy fs 
of titled personages were panic-stricken by the proximity sat ss gr ay on. a Hg ge ent Ale I i ae ESS 
isted, for, years ago, he said that ‘‘ the enormous chan 


f real Sovereignty criticising their proceedings from the| qelier,’ under which nervous people in stalls used to sit 
vantage ground of the Royal Box, certain it is that the 














Tacrspay, May 8. Opening night of the 
Opera. House crowded, awaiting the arrival 





Chor f Pri Dukes, Duchesses, Nobility > Gentry 'tremblingly, “‘ would one day come down.” It has come 

ee oO rinces, r “~% fos ie anem, I : mlity and Gen cA down ! Disap ared altogether. Tired of Opera, it “we 
allied ae , ; id = oat sappea 

uu went wrong ”’ (what a Court!), and were once in such) jon. ty © pieces. Mr. P.’s Or. Rep. 


imminent peril of being hopelessly lost, that how they ever 
were Personally conducted back again into the straight — aed 
paths of harmonious virtue was a mystery to all who INVALID COOKERY. 
‘heard with ears,” and who had winced at the idea of any ; : 





te Or 2} ible *xceptional ; —— | (Mr. H. G. Weits “ anticipates’? that with improved utensils and the 
Hox of * ord . — po r on ee dh — th ?, oe | substitution of clean electricity for dirty fires, cookery will become a hght 
owever, let us orgive ant orget, ant Lope that the Princ es, and pleasing recreation for invalid ladies. | 


Dukes, Duchesses, Lords, Ladies, Nobility and Gentry, | 
grateful to T’other Guv’nor for extricating them from their | 
difficulties, will in future remember what is due to their| 
_position in operatic society, and—not do it again. 


GentLe ladies, sore afflicted with distressing nerves and 
faints, 
Ye who languish in the anguish of an invalid’s complaints, 
ae ; yho recline your sofas, and are equally oppressed 
[he part of Ortrud was better sung than acted by Miss | Wh recline upon oo ofas, and are equally oppres 
ae 7 . cetitied saa “ | With your jelly and C-r-Lu1, which it beats you to digest, 
Kirksey Lexy, who with further practice will, from a good | ,, a ; “T book 
" a ~,|Come and take to lighter labours, and your stupid books 
instructor, lunn to do better. The game goes on; Telra-| © ‘ 


“1: : exchange 
mund the villain, powerfully rendered, vocally and dramati- | F - — ee a a 
. , * for the cruet, soups : suet, av > i 
cally, by Herr, or rather Our, Vax Rooy, having played the | ” , i : — * vi - 
A ed ’ . range. 


knave to the King (i.e. Heinrich der Vogler, not a very strong 
monarch as represented by Herr Btass), His Majesty calls|When the days are never-ending and the night is never 





for trumps. Out come four, “all a blowing ;’’ distinguished sped, 

members of the ‘‘ Horners’ Company.” When you ’re sitting, knitting, knitting till you wish that 
These four little ‘‘ Jack Horners ’’ go in for a considerable you were dead, 

‘“blow-ont ’’ on every possible occasion throughout the| When your appetite has vanished and you ’re pallid as a 

opera. What more could those do who bear the style and | ghost, 

title of ‘‘ Horner?” They go to the four “corners” just} When vou sicken at your chicken and you blench before 

as descendant Horners, according to the tradition of the} your toast, 


ancestral ‘‘ Petit Jean,’’ would do. Then the audience awaits | You will leave your bed of sickness with alacrity to cook 

the new tenor, Herr Pennarint (sort of German-Italian name, a | Little dinners for beginners from the latest cookery book. 
little puzzling), who is The Lohengrin! He arrives! Nay, | 

but—our eyes deceive us—surely this is Signor Hersert| You need only turn a handle, and the soup is boiling hot, 
Campse from Drury Lane and “ the Halls ”’ of dazzling light! | Appetising odours rising from the hospitable pot ; 

Herr Berto Campore.to without Signor Danteto Lexo! Creat |'Turn another, and the salmon in its mayonnaise lies fair, 


excitement in house, a whisper going about that Danteto | Press the button, and the mutton with the currant jelly s 


Lexo is coming. But in what character? as there is no part | there ; . 
for him, unless he be now before us cunningly disguised as | Press again, and sweets and entrées will at once appear 
Heernfer, the Herald. But it is Herr Mcnimaxw who repre- | sight, 


sents the Heralds’ Office in this opera, so Danteto is out of | And you ‘Il fall to, on them all too, with a first-class 
it, and we awake to the fact that after all we must put up appetite. 
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“THE NEW ‘GAL.’” 











CiiRore>! $1 
MAN! cuRiIsT 










Te STRanee 
LADY in THe 
SToRES 
=, FANCY Der? 
SS Wars THE 
PRICE OF Ths 


hé| MASK* * ge7e« Kyworee 








E CLASSICAL CHIROPODIST 4aq > : A Sit Se Keo IY \ 


Foe ZA 
7. 
ae € 

29S 








In order to preserve articles of furniture, I believe—not 
speaking as an expert—it is deemed wise to ‘‘ Japan” them. 
If this be so, then perhaps it may be on this principle that 
the curators of the New Gallery have determined to keep it 
in an admirable state of preservation by the process of 
“Japanning ;”’ the Central Hall and Balcony being devoted 
to an exhibition of Japanese art. But as we look to ‘‘ Our 
New Gal’’ for specimens of English art, pictorial, we will 
tear ourselves away from the curios and give our undivided 
attention to the pictures. 

From No. 3 to No. 15 the 


pictures are painted in tempera. 


recalling that Vonderful Von of Von Herkower’s, some years 
ago, of Mr. James Staats Forbes. bb 

208. ‘‘ Lawrence Koe’’ Limited. By Grorce Spencer 
Watson, who represents the artist Koe-sily and comfortably 
seated at home. He is in his very best Sunday suit, doing 
nothing and evidently waiting for someone to come and 
help him. 

Here intervenes an apparently unnumbered one, the centre 
of a group 119, 120, 121, 122. Scene—an orchard ; young 
man and young girl, say, Master Namby and Miss Pamby, 





a pretty pair, getting on together very applely. Only half 





“0 tempera! O mores!” 
In every instance “ refer 
to drawer.”’ Our selection 
would be J. D. Barren 
















lengths, which is very wise 
and prudent on the artist’s 
part, as in such cases there 
is no knowing to what 











y 
(3) “Dan ’’—not ‘‘ Leno” »% lengths such a couple 
—but ‘‘ Danaé”’ and 7A might go. 
Watter Cranr’s ‘‘ Raising Y 218. Hon. Joux CoLuier 
the M ind ’’—in the tree (7). ] shows how a lady keeps 
73. ApriIAN SToKEs. \ i away the flies with a pea- 
Blood Orange-Tree Farm \ | cock’s feather fan, while 
in the Land of Burns. at 
86. Lamia. “C.F. M. 219, Another lady is 
Cleverly ’’ painted. Give . d SS ; \ | portrayed by Cwsare 
a painter a good name OVER To CaLnig IN Five os4 ‘ | Form as feeding pea- 
(such as ‘‘ Cleverly ’’) and Mivyes, M. SANTos DumMonyTs WArting FoR The cocks, and evidently say- 
hang him ! VERY BAYT NEw AeRiaL COSTUMES For LADIES, VACCINATION ing, ‘Poor dears! very 
127. A-sea piece taken Lata Darran TERA METER SG DAVE | Mheey OFFICER. great nuisance for you to 











Mr. Bernarp F. Gripsce ealls it ‘S.A Good 
Tell that to the Marines! 


“in the rough,”’ 
Day for a Trip.” 


131. The Hare a parent and several little hares in a 
Harvest Field. No catching these hares and getting them 
by ear. Cartes Warmer. 

143. James Orrock. Old lock: shut up: no quay. 

156. Should say that this was a police subject, ‘ Girl 


between two ‘ Coppers,’”’ but C. E. Hat.é& says he meant it 
for bi A Water Carrier, Pieve di Cadore.”’ 

161. By Ronert Broucu. ‘She who will be obeyed,” Little 
white haired girl insists on reading a book, with nothing 
In it except blank pages, to her little brother, who with 
basket full of good things and a hoop, is anxiously expected 
by 162, another little girl, a babe in a wood up above, who 
wonders why the others don’t ‘‘come out to play.’’ It is 
by A. Damprer May, and ot course the other children are 
Wisely kept at home, as they ’d all catch frightful colds in 
this treacherous month, for no one, without having experi- 
ence of the present miserable weather, could possibly 
imagine A. Damprer May ! 

204. The catalogue says this is J. Staats Forbes, Esq., 
by Grorce Henry. Well, by George, without the ‘ Henry,’ 
we have some difficulty in believing that the catalogue staats 
afact. It may be intended for him, but Hamlet’s observa- 
tion when comparing his living stepfather with his recently 
deceased parent, might here be appropriately quoted. And, 
Mm spite of ‘‘comparisons being oderous,’’ we cannot help 


ee 





| be so near to a peacock’s feather fancier." Or Cxsare, being’ 
well up in English literature, may subtly mean to indicate 
‘that this lady is a student and admirer of ‘‘ Peacock’s tales.’’ 
About as good a thing as Forwit has painted latterly. 

222. Haymakers, represented by M. AvsteN Brown as 
leaning against a stack; this attitude being intended to 
/convey the idea that they are ‘‘ putting their backs into their 
work.” 

229. TO LET.—A QUIET DAMP RIVERSIDE FARM, 
known in the neighbourhood as Catchcold Cottage.—For 
particulars apply to J. ALronso Tort. 

237. Don’t pass by Epwarp W. Waite! Waite a_ bit. 
A quiet nook. Just the place in which to spend a Bank 
Holiday far from the gadding crowd. 

240. Ionian Dancing Girl. Most modest ballerina, as 
she doesn’t show her legs. A “knee plus ultra” picture, by 
J. W. Gopwarp. ‘ And,” says she, with a sad smile, “I 
should be the sweetest creature in the world, if my arms 
were only a pair!” 

251. The Bored Children, the Black Poodle, and another 
little dog! The Black Poodle looks as well as ever he did 
in that Royal Academical portrait of Mr. Wertheimer (was 
it two years ago or more?) by our distinguished Colour 
Sarcent, R.A., who now adds a little toy dog which he has 
placed in the arms of small girl. Her sister is lounging on 
a sofa, and the young brother, spread out in front, is 
evidently awfully bored at having to waste his valuable 
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time. Sarceyt, R.A., tells this story of weariness admirably: | invited Besant to his room after Hall. ‘I’ve got a young 
Clearly Master Wertueiwer is thinking to himself how much | Frenchman,”’ he said, “‘ he’s clever. Come and be amused.” 
he would prefer to join Arraur J. BLaok’s very light-headed | The young Frenchman turned out to be our dear “ Kickey,” 
boys (250), who are bathing in the “‘ Sunlit Surf,” and }on a flying visit to Cambridge. Dv Mavnier proved the life 
probably using a certains ..p. Query,advertisement picture? | and soul of the party, and ‘“‘no one went to chapel that 
252. The Grassy Harvest of the River Fields. By Arrep | evening.” 
Parsons, A.R.A. Would that all other Parsons preached as| The interest in Jane Eyre is deathless. Novelists may 
well as this from so very simple a text! come and novelists go; Cuartotre Bronreé endures for ever, 
262. ‘She who knows how to keep her place.’’ S.Metton| The book which reaches my Baronite is the first volume of a 
Fisher has caught the idea exactly. The lady in costume | new edition issued by Hopper anp Stoventoy. Dr. Rosertsoy 
is rehearsing, and as she holds her book in her hand she} Nicoit. contributes an introduction which, though brief, 
says, ‘‘I don’t want a prompter, as when I forget my lines|coming after a multitude of more ambitious essays, shows 








I refer to the book, in which I have kept my place.”’ Sea all has not been said about the frail-bodied, plain- 

264. By Arraur Rye. ‘‘He cometh not,” she said,) featured governess. He quotes a striking guess at the 
“and yet here I am waiting in The __ __ identity of the writer of Jane Eyre, 
Haven under the Hill. But, Havens dated November, 1848, whilst the secret 


above! how Ryle’d I’m getting! ”’ 

Farewell, ‘‘ New Gal!’ Those in- 
terested in traits of Japanese character 
will find much to admire. For us the 
Pictures suffice. 


was still kept. ‘“‘It was written by a 
woman,” the Rev. Cartes Merivare, 
afterwards Dean of Ely, affirms, 
‘* because the men’s faces are described 
so intensely; by a young woman and 
not a very refined one, from a certain 
want of acquired delicacy; by a 
governess, for the governess scenes are 
the most natural and easily written.” 
Mr. MerivaLE goes astray in guessing 
that Rochester was modelled on 
THACKERAY. But the rest is wonder- 
fully close. Tue Baron ve B.-W. 








WHEN PEGASUS JIBS. 

[‘* Pegasus was a jibbing horse, and it was most 
depressing to have to flog an irresponsive or weary 
brain.”— Viscount Goschen at the dinner of the 
Royal Literary Fund.) 

Wuen Pegasus jibs, all in vain 
The poet may sharpen his nibs ; 
Tis useless to cudgel the brain 
When Pegasus jibs. 








THE BALL-ROOM LIBRARY. 


** BaALLMUTTER”’ writes to the West- 
minster Gazette of May 7 to advocate the 
formation of a ‘‘ Mothers’ Union for 
Reading in Ball-rooms.’’ It would have 
a desirable outcome, she suggests, 
in the issue of a series of dainty volumes 
for the consolation of those members of 
the community known in Germany as 
‘* Ball-mothers,’’ that is, those ladies 


P ea 4 “OQ THAT WE TWO WERE Mayne!” whose social and family duties entail on 
OUR BOOKING OFFICE. [A record of May, from 6th to 10th, when there} thom the obligation of sitting for several 
, was snow, rain, hail, thunderstorms, and quite a : ‘ 

As frequently happens in_ such| Variety Show of wintry weather !] hours on several days in the week in a 
wos, is oe eee 2a ———— —~ball-room between the hours of eleven 
of the Autobiography of Sir Walter Besant (Hutcninson);P.m. and four a.m. The little volumes should be laid 
belongs to his earlier and struggling days. Mr. Squire|ready on the seats, like programmes, so that each mother 
SpricG mentions in a prefatory note that the work was who has the privilege of being present should, on finding 
left without that careful minute revision Besant was accus- a seat, also find something to make the hours she passes 
tomed to bestow on his literary work. That accounts for on it less tedious than they are apt to be at present. This 
the fragmentary character of the story during the later, is a praiseworthy cause which calls loudly for assistance. 
busier, and more prominent portion of his life. Up to 1880) Mr. Punch has therefore drawn up a list of Best Ball-room 
the record is full enough, and shows no lack of the revising| Books as follows :—THomson’s City of Dreadful Night; 
hand. It is the tale of an honest, strenuous life, one simple| Youna’s Night Thoughts ; Swixpurxe’s Songs before Sunrise ; 
record being the fact that through the uninterrupted space | Harvy’s Far from the Madding Crowd ; Reapve’s It is Never 
of eighteen years Besant turned out a novel every twelve-|toolate to Mend ; Dumas pkre’s T'wenty Years After ; Huco's 
month. It would be too much to say he maintained the| Les Misérables; Burxe’s Thoughts on Present Discontent ; 
high level of public interest reached at a bound when, with |Mrxcuy’s Equilibrium of Coplanar Forces ; Saumoy’s Higher 
Ready Money Mortiboy, his collaboration with Rice com-| Plane Curves ; Crerk Maxwe.t’s Matter and Motion ; Wutt- 
menced. Possibly light and fancy faded with advancing|wortn’s Choice and Chance; Ovtpa’s Held in Bondage; 
years and accumulated toil. The workmanship was always | Mrs. Huxcerrorp’s In Durance Vile ; Ro.teston’s Forms of 
good. Besayt’s account of his school and college days, and | Animal Life; Mumr’s Wanderings of Atoms ; Ruskty’s Unto 
of his strange sojourn in the Mauritius, are as interesting |this Last ; and, lastly, A Thousand and One Nights. 

as any episodes in his novels. During his time at Cam-| The perusal of these light and entertaining works should 
bridge my Baronite catches glimpses of two old confréres.|serve to mitigate ‘‘ Battmurrer’s’’ trouble, and keep her 
Besayt bears testimony that in the fifties ‘‘the profession|alert and up to the mark during the coming season. We 
of letters was regarded with pity and contempt.’’ Tom/trust the London “ Ball-daughters’”’ will also co-operate 
Taytor, sometime Fellow of Trinity, rising to be editor of|such an excellent scheme to combat undue drowsiness and 
Punch, was, he says, always spoken of by his old friend the/a premature desire to get back home. Enterprising pU 


You search through your Horace (in 
cribs)- 

You gather but chaff from his grain ; 

The powder grows damp in your squibs. 


All blandishments he will disdain, 
He heeds not your whip on his ribs ; 
You onlwcan give him the rein 
When Pegasus jibs! 


























So 











tutor of Christ’s as ‘‘ poor Tom Taytor.’’ One day Catvertey | lishers, please take note ! 
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